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ADVERTISEMENT. 


URE Poetry unmixt with paſſion, how- 
ever admired in the cloſet, has ſcarce 

ever been able 'to ſuſtain itfelf on the. Stage. 
La. this Abridgement of Milton's Comus, no: 
circumſtance of the Drama contained in the- 
Original Maſque, is omitted. The divine 
arguments on temperance. and chaſtity, to- 
gether with many deſcriptive paſſages, are 
indeed expunged or contracted : But, divine 


as they are, the moſt accompliſhed de- 
claimers have been embarraſſed in the reci- 


tation of them. The ſpeaker vainly laboured 


to prevent a coldneſs and languor in the 


audience; and it cannot be diſſembled that 
the Maſque of Comus, with all its poetical 
beauties, not only maintained its place on 


the Theatre chiefly by the aſſiſtance of 


Muſick, but the Muſick itſelf, as if over- 
whelmed by the weight of the Drama, almoſt 


ſunk with it, and hecame in a manner! loſt 


to the Stage. That Mufick, formerly heard 
| and 


ADVERTISEMENT T. 


and applauded with rapture, is now * re- 
ſtored; and the Maſque on the above con- 


fiderations i 1s curtailed. 


As a further argument in favour of the. 


Drama in its preſent form, it might perhaps 


be urged, that the feſtivity of the Character 
of Comus is heightened by his aſſiſting in 
the vocal parts, as well as in the dialogue; 


and that theatrical propriety is no longer 
violated in the Character of the Lady, who 


now invokes the Echo in her own perſon, 
without abſurdly leaving the ſcene vacant, 


as heretofore, while another voice warbled 
out the ſong which the Lady was to be __ 


1 to execute. 


'To conclude : It may not be impertinent- 
to obſerve, that the Faithful Shepherdeſs of 
Beaumont and Fletcher, which is eſteemed 


one of the moſt beautiful compoſitions in 


our language, not only afforded our Author 


the firſt hint of this Maſque, but that ſeve- 


ral brilliant paſlages of Comus are imitated 


*The Muſick of the Song of Mortals, learn, Ke. in 


. 24, is entirely new, and compoſed by the ſame Emi- 


nent Maſter as the reſt of the Airs, 


from 


re 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 


from that excellent performance. Yet it is 
remarkable, that the Play of the Faithful 
Shepherdeſs, being merely poetieal, was con- 


demned on its firſt repreſentation; for which 


hard fate, though ſucceeding Critics have 
reprehended the barbariſm of that age, yet 


no attempt has ever been hazarded to reſtore 


the hapleſs Drama to the Stage, 


- Pon £ . . 
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Comus x | — f — Mr: Marrocks. 
Firſt Spirit — , — Mr. HuII. 
Elder Brother —— Mr. PERR. 


Younger Brother —— Maſter HAR RIS. 


: Mr. REINHOLD, 
Chief Bacchanals — | Mr. BAKER, &c. 


A Spirit 3 — Mr. Du BELLAMv. 
Lady — — Mrs. MATTOCK, 
Euphroſyne L Miſs CaTLEy, 


and Female Baechanils - Mrs. BAKER. 
Sabrina and Paſtoral Nymph Miſs Twisr. 
fi it 


Bacchanals, Naiads, Spirits, &c. 


ACT IL SCENE I. 


"I Ww o O D. 


Comvs enters with a ered in one 
hand, his glaſs in the other, with him a 
rout of men and Women, drefſed as Bac- 
C HANALS, 


Covs. 
HE Star that bids the ſhepherd fold, 


Now the top of heaven doth hold, 
And the gilded car of day 


His glowing axle doth allay 


In the ſteep Atlantic ſtream ; 


And the ſlope fun his upward beam 


5 T8 | Shoots 


2 OMD. . 


Shoots againſt the duſky pole, 
Pacing toward the other goal 

Of his chamber in the eaſt ; 

Mean while welcome joy and feaſt. 


S ON G. By Comvs. 


1. 


Now Phoebus fnketh in the weſt, 
Welcome ſong, and welcome jeſt, 
Midnight ſhout and revelry, 
Tipſy dance and jollity; 
Braid your locks with roſy twine, 
Dropping odours, dropping wine. 


\ 


2, 


Rigour now is gone 10 bed, 

And Advice with ſcrup'lous head, 
Strict Age and ſour Severity, 

With their grave ſaws in ſlumber lie. 


Comvus. 


We that are of purer fire 

Imitate the ſtarry choir, 

Who in their nightly watchful 1 

Lead in ſwift round the months and years. 

The ſounds and ſeas, with all their finny drove, 
Now to the moon in wav'ring morrice move, 
And on the tawny ſands and ſhelves 

Trip the * Fairies and the * Elves. 


SONG. 


r —¹ IAC EE ET de ith cars 44S 


GOM Us. 


SON G. By a Woman. 


By dimpled brook, * fountain brim, _ 
The Wood Nympbs, deck'd with daiſies trim, 
Their merry wakes and paſtimes reep: 

What has night to do with ſleep ? 


2. 


Night has better ſcweets to prove; 
Venus now wakes, and wakens Love: 
Come, let us our rites begin : 


"Tis only day-light that makes fin. 


Comvs. 


Hail, Goddeſs of nocturnal ſport— 


Stay thy cloudy ebon chair, | 
Wherein thou rid'ſt with HeeaP, and befriend 


Us thy vow'd prieſts —. 

Till the nice Morn on th' Indian ſteep 
From her cabin loop-hole peep, 

And to the tell-tale Sun deſcry 

Our conceal'd ſolemnity. 


SONG. By Conv: 64h Woman. 


From tyrant laws and . 5 

We follow ſcbeet variety; 
By turns wwe drink, and dance, and "gs 
Time for ever on the wing, 


B2 2. 
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2. 
Why ſpould niggard rules controul 
Tranſports of the jovial ſoul? _ 
No dull tinting hour we own : 
Pleaſure counts our time alone. 


Comus. 


Come, knit hands, and beat the Froung 
In a light fantaſtic round. 


A DANCE. 


Comus. 


Break off, break off; I feel the diff rent pace 
Of ſome chaſte footing near about this ground. 
Run to your ſhrouds, within theſe brakes and trees; 
Our number may affright : Some virgin ſure | 
(For fo I can diſtinguiſh by my art) 
Benighted in theſe woods. Now to my charms, 
And to my wily trains. Thus I hurl 

My ſpells into the air —— When once her eye 
Hath met the virtue of this magic duſt, 

I ſhall appear ſome harmleſs villager. 

But here ſhe comes; I fairly ſtep aſide 

And hearken, if I may her bullpel hear, 


The Lapy enters, 
. Lady. 


This way the noiſe was, if mine ear be true, 
My beſt guide now ; methought it was the ſound 
O 


: 
4 
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f riot and ill-manag'd mirth. I ſhould be loth 
o meet the rudenefs, and ſwill'd ipſolence 
Of ſuch late rioters ; yet, O! where elſe 
Shall I inform my unacquainted feet 
In the blind mazes of this tangled wood ? 


[Comvs aide. 
P11 eaſe her of that care, and be her guide, 


Lavy. 


My brothers, when they ſaw me weary'd out, 
Steppe d, as they ſaid, to the next thicket ſide, 
To bring me berries, or ſuch cooling fruit, 

As the kind hoſpitable woods provide. | 
But where they ate, and why they come not back, 
Is now the labour of my thoughts; 'tis likelieſt 
They had engag'd their wand'ring ſteps too far; 
I cannot halloo to my brothers, but 

Such noiſe as I can make to be heard fartheſt 
I'll venture; for my new enliven'd ſpirits 
Prompt me; and they perhaps are not far off. 


SONG. By the Lavy. 


Sweet Echo, ſweeteſt nymph, that liv'ſt en 
Within thy airy cell, 


By flow Mæander's margent green, 
And in the violet-embroider'd vale, 

IV bere the Iove-lorn nightingale 
Nightly to thee her ſad ſong mourneth well, 
Canft thou not tell me of a gentle pair, 

7 bat likeſt 1 Narciſſus are? 


07 if 


2 


O! if thou have 


Hid them in ſome flow'ry cave, . 


Tell me but where, 25 | 
Sweet queen of parly, daughter of the ſphere ; 
So may'ſt thou be tranſlated to the ſkies, 
And give reſounding grace to all Heaven's harmonies, 


[Comvs 9/ide.] 


Can any mortal mixture of earth's mould 
Breathe ſuch divine inchanting raviſhment ? 

I'll ſpeak to her, FEES 

And ſhe ſhall be my queen.---Hail, foreign wonder, 
Whom certain theſe rough ſhades did never breed, 
Unleſs the Goddeſs that in rural ſhrine | 
Dwell'ſt here with Pan, or Silvan, by bleſs'd ſong 
Forbidding ev'ry bleak unkindly fog | 
To touch the proſp'rous growth of this tall wood. 


Lavy. 


| Nay, gentle ſhepherd, ill is loſt that praiſe, 


That is addreſs'd to unattending ears: 


Not any boaſt of ſkill, but extreme ſhift 


How to regain my ſever'd company, 
CompelPd me to awake the courteous Echo, 
To give me anſwer from her moſſy couch. 


Conus. 


What chance, good lady, hath bereft you thus ? 


Lady. 


Dim darkneſs, and this leafy labyrinth. 


Comvs. 


: 


— . 


COM U Ss. " 


Comus. *. 


Could that divide you from near- uſl'ring guides 2 


Lady. 


They left me weary on a graſſy turf, 
To ſeek i' th' valley ſome cool friendly ſpring; 


| Couvus. = 
And left your fair ſide all unguarded, lady ? 
Lady. 


They were but twain, and purpos'd quick return. 


Comvs. 


Imports their loſs, beſide the preſent need ? 


Lady, 
No leſs than if I ſhould my Brothers loſe. 


5 Comvs. 
Were they of manly prime, or youthful bloom? 


Lavy. 
As ſmooth as Zebe's their unrazor'd lips. 


Comus. 


Two ſuch I ſaw, under a mantling vine, 
That crawls along the ſide of yon ſmall hill, 
Plucking 


s COMU 8. 


Plucking ripe cluſters from the tender ſhoots ;, 
Their port was more than human: if thoſe you ſeek; 
It wete a journey like the path to heaven, 

To help you find them. 


LApy. | 

3 5 Gentle villager, 

What readieſt way would bting me to that place ? 
Couus. 

1 know each lane, and ev'ry alley green, 

Dingle, or buſhy dell of this wild wood. 

My daily walks and ancient neighbourhood : 

And if your ſtray attendance be yet lodg'd, 

Or ſhroud within theſe limits, I ſhall know 

Ere morrow wake ; or grant it otherwiſe, 

I can conduct you, lady, to a low 


But loyal cottage, where you may be ſafe 
Till farther queſt. 


LASV. 


3 Es Shepherd, I take thy word; 
And truſt thy offer'd ſervice. In a place 

Leſs warranted than this, or leſs ſecure, 

I cannot be, that I ſhould fear to change it. 

Eye me, bleſs'd Providence, and ſquare my trial 

To my proportion'd ſtrength---Shepherd, lead on. 


[ Exeunt; 


Enter 


..C O0 M U 8. 9 


Enter Comus's crew from behind the trees, 


SONG. By a Man. 


I. 


Ih fwiftly, ye minutes, jill Couus receive 
T he nameleſs ſoft tranſports that Beauty can give; 
The bowPs frolic joys let him teach her to prove, 
And ſbe, in return, yield the raptures of love. 


\ 


2. 


Without love and wine, wit and beauty are vain, 

All grandeur inſipid, and riches à pain, 

The moſt ſplendid palace grows dark as the grave: 

Love and wine give, ye Gods ! or _ back what you 
gave. | 


CHORU 8. 


Away, away, away, 
To Couvus' court repair; 

There night out-ſhines the day y, 
There yields the melting Fair. [Exeunt. 


| A Halloo Heard. 


We Enter the Two BROTHERS, 
OE 


Eldeſt BRorHER. 


* L.iſt, liſt; I hear 
Some far- off halloo break the ſilent air. 


q Youngeſt BROTHER, 
1 Methought ſo too; what ſhould it be? 
JO —— C Eldeſt 


10 . 


Eldeſt BROTHER, 


Either ſome one like us, night-founder'd here, 
Or elſe ſome neighbour wood-man, or, at worſt, 
Some roving robber calling to his tellows. 


Youngeſt BroTHER. 


Heay'n keep my ſiſter! Again! again ! and near! 
Beſt draw, and ſtand pen our guard. 


Eldeſt Bnorhzk. 


I'II halloo; 
If he be friendly, he comes well; if not, 
Defence 1 is a good cauſe, and Heav'n be fs us! 


Enter the firſt SPIRIT, babited like a frepherd. 


Youngeſt BROTHER, 
That halloo I ſhould know— What are you? ſpeak, 


Firſt Ser. 


What voice is that? My young lord? Speak again, 


Youngeſt BROTHER. 
0, brother, *tis my father's ſhepherd, ſure, 


_ Firſt Spixir. 


O my lov'd maſter's heir, and his next joy, 
Where is my virgin Lady ! | where is ſhe ? 


How chance ſhe is not in your company ? 
Eldeſt 
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Eldeſt BR OTUER. 
To tell thee ſadly, thepherd, without blame, 


Or our neglect, we loſt her as we came. 


Firſt ein 
Ah, me unhappy ! then my fears are true. 


Eldeſt Bzories, 
What fears, good Thyr/is ? prithee briefly ſhew, 


Firſt SPIRIT; 


Within the bofom of this hideous wood, 

Immur'd in cypreſs ſhades a ſorcerer dw ells, 

Of Bacchus and of Circe born, great Comr's, 

Deep {kiIVd in all his mother's witcheries, 

And wanton as his father; This I learnt 
Tending my flocks hard by; whence night by night 
He and his monitrous rout are heard to howl : 
Yet have they many baits, and guileful ſpells, 


T” inveigle and invite th' unwary tenſe. 
But, bark! the beaten timbrel's jarring ſound 


And wild tumultuous mirth proclaim their pre- 
lence : 
Onward they move ; and this way guide their ſteps. 


Let us withdraw a while. 


They retire, 


C 2 15 5 Futer 


12 COM US 


Enter Cous's crew revelling, till they obſerve 
the Two Brothers; then the Elder Brother 
advances and ſpeaks. 


Eldeſt BROTHER. 


What are you? ſpeak ! that thus in wanton riot 
And midnight revelry, like drunken Bacchanals, 
Invade the ſilence of theſe lonely ſhades ? 


Firſt Woman. 


Ye godlike youths, 
Bleſs the propitious ſtar that led you to us; 
We are the happieſt of the race of mortals, 
Of freedom, mirth, and joy the only heirs : 
But you ſhall ſhare chem with us; for this cup, 
This nectar'd cup, the ſweet aſſurance gives 
Ot preſent, and the pledge of future bliſs. 


[She offers em the cup, which they both 2 by. 
SONG. By a Man. 


. 

By the gaily circling glaſs 

We can ſee how minutes paſs ; 

By the hollow caſe are told 

How the waining night grows od. 


| = OR 

Soon, too ſoon, the buſy day 
Drives us from our ſport and play. 
What have we with day to do ? 


Sons of as te made * you ! 
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E 
Eldeſt BRoTHeR. 


Forbear, nor offer us the poiſon'd ſweets. 


_ Firſt Woman. 


Oh! how unſeemly ſhews in blooming youth 
Such grey leverity ! But come with us, 
We to the bow'r of bliſs will guide your ſteps. 


SON G. By a Female Bacchanal. 


1. 

Mould you taſte the nconntide ain? 
To yon fragrant bower repair, 
Where, woven with the poplar bough, 
The manlling vine Will * Zou. 


5 

Dewn each fide a fountain flocbs 
Tinkling, murmuring, as it goes, 
Lightiy ver the moſſy ground, 
Suliry Phoebus ſcorching round. 


3. 
Round, the languid herds and ſheep 
Stritch*d ver ſunny hillocks fleep, 
Wile on the byacinth and roſe 
The Fair does all alone repoſe. 


£ 
Al alone — aud in ber arms | 
Nur breaſt may beat to Love's alarms, 


- Till bleſs'a, and bleſſi ing, you ſhall own 
The joys of 2 are jcys alone, 


Zeungeſt 
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Youngeſi BROTHER, 


How low ſinks Beauty when by Vice debas'd | 
Fair were that form, if Virtue dwelt within; 
But from the wanton advocate of ſhame 

To me the warbled ſong harſh ditcord ſounds, 


Firſt Woman. 


No more; theſe formal maxims miſbecome you, 


They only ſuit ſuſpicious ſhrivell'd Age. 


SONG. By a Man and two Women, 


Live, and love, enjoy the Fair, 
 Baniſh ſorrow, beniſh care 
Mind not what old dotards ſay, 
Ape has had bis ſhare of play, 
But Youth's ſport begins to-day, 


From the fruits of feocet delight 
Let not ſcare-crow V irtue fright. 
Here in Pleaſure's vineyard we 
Rove, like biras, from tree to tree, 
Careleſs, airy, gay and free. 


Eldeſt BROTHER. 


How can your impious tongues profane the 
name 


Of ſacred Virtue, and yet promiſe pleaſure 


In lying ſongs of vanity and vice? 
From Virtue ſever'd, Pleaſure phrenzy grows, 
And always flies at Reaſon's cool return. 

But 
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EU I; 
But we forget : who hears the voice of truth, 

In noiſy riot and intemp*rance arcown'd ? 

Thyr/is, be thou our Guide! We'll iollow thee 
And ſome good Angel bear a ſhield before us 


Ea eumt BROTHERS and SPIRIT, 


Firſt WoMaAN. 


Come, come, my friends, and partners of my 
JOYS 

Leave to yon pedant youths their bookiſh dreams; 

A beardleſs Cynic is the ſhame of nature, 

Beyond the cure of this inſpiring cup; 

Away, nor waſte a moment more about 'em, 


CHOKTK UK 


Away, away, away, 
To Comvs' court repair; 
There night out-ſhines the day, 
There yields the melting Fair. 
 [ Exennt finging. 


END or Tut FIRST ACT. 


ACT 


The mountain-nymph, ſweet Liberty. 


ACT i. 


A magnificent hall in Comous's palace. 
Comus and Attendants ſtand on each fide of 
the LADY, who is ſeated in an inchanted 
. 


* 


Comvs. 


OM, thou goddeſs fair and free, 
In heaven yclep'd Euphroſyne, | 
And by men, heart-eaſing 17rth, 
Whom lovely Jenus at a birth 

With two Siſter Graces more 

To ivy-crowned Bacchus bore. 
Haſte thee, nymph, and bring with thee 


| Jeſt and youthful Jollity, 


uips and cranks, and wanton wiles, | 


Nods and becks, and wreathed ſmiles, 
Such as hang on Hebe's cheek, 


And love to live in dimple fleek ; | | 
Sport that wrinkled Care derides, ; 4 
And Laughter holding both his ſides. "i 
Come, and trip it as you go 75 

On the light fantaſtic toe, 

And in thy right hand lead with thee 


U biht 


— ad 


C OM 9 oF 


[Whilſt theſe lines are repeating, enter a Nymph re- 
preſenting E.upHROSYNE, or Mirth, who advances 
to the Lady, and fings the following ſong : 


SONS. 


1. 


Come, come, bid adieu to fear, 


Love and Harmony live here, 
No domeſtic jealous jars, 
Buzzing ſlanders, wordy wars, 
In my preſence will appear, 
Love and Harmony reign bere. 


2. 
Sighs to amorous ſighs returning, 


- Pulſes beating, boſoms burning, 


Boſoms with warm wiſhes. panting, 
Words to ſpeak thoſe wiſhes wanting, 
Are the only tumults here, 


All the Moes you need to fear; 


Love and Harmony reign here. 


La Dy. 


How long muſt I, by magick fetters chain'd 
To this deteſted ſeat, hear odious ſtrains 
Of ſhameleſs folly, which my ſoul abhors ? 


D Comvy 


— — 


—— — — 
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Comvs, 


Ye ſedge-crown'd Naiades, by twilight ſeen 


Along Meender's mazy border green, 
At Comus call appear in all your azure ſheen! f 


SONG by Comvs and Crorvs! 


Come, and trip it as ye go 
On the light fantaſtic toe! 


[ He waves bi; «ana, the Naiades enter, 
and dance. 


Couus. 


Now ſoftly ſlow ſweet Lydian airs attune, 
And breathe the. pleaſing pangs of gentle love. 


The Paſtoral Nymph advances flow, with a melan- 
choly and 11 ng dir, to the fide of the Rage, 
and repeats by <way of ſoliloquy the firſt ſix lines, 
and then ſings the ballad. In the thean time ſbe 
3s obſerv'd — EvuPHROSYNE, who by her geſture 
expreſſes her different ſentiments of the fuljea of 
her complaint, array to the AT, of their ſe- 
veral fer. mn | 


ene 'RECITATIVO 
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KECITAT 1H YO. 


How gentle was my Damon's air! 

Like ſunny beams his go!den hair, 

His voice was like the nighting ale's, 
More feocet bis breath than flow'ry vales. 
How hard ſuch beauties to reign ! 

And yet that cruel taſk 15 mine. 


. 


I. 


On every hill, in every grove, 

Along the margin of each ſtream, - 
Dear conſcious ſcenes of former love 

J mourn, and Damon is my theme. 
The hills, the groves, the ſtreams remain; 
But Damon there I ſeek in vain. 


2. 


From hill, frem dale, each charm is fed; 
Groves, flocks, and fountains pleaſe no more; 
Each flower in pity drocps its head, 
All Nature does my loſs deplore. 
All, all reproach the faitbleſs ſwain, 
Yet Damon ſtill I ſeek in vain. 


P 3 RECITATIVO. 


. 


C OM U $3, 


RECITATIVO. 
\ 


By EUPHROSYNE, 


Tove, the greateſt bliſs below, 


How to taſte few women know ; 
Fewer ſtill the way have hi 
How a fickle ſwain to quit. 
Simple nymphs, then learn of ut, 


How to treat inconſtancy. 


BALL A D, 


I, 


The wanton God, that pierces hearts, 
Dips in gall his Pointed darts; 
But the nymph diſdains to pine, 


Who bathes the wound with roſy wine. 


2. 


Farewell lovers, when they're cloyd , 
If I am ſcorn'd, becauſe enjoy'd, 
Sure the ſqueamiſh fops are free 
Ta rid me of dull company, 
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3. 


They have charms, whilſt mine can pleaſe , 
7 love them much, but more my eaſe ; 

Nor jealous fears my love moleſt, 

Nor faithleſs vows ſhall break my reſt. 


La 


Why ſhould they &er give me pain, 
Who to give me joy diſdain? 
All I hope of mortal man, 

1s to love me—— whilſt be can. 


Couus. 


Caſt thine eyes around and ſee, 
How from gvery element 

Nature's ſweets are cull'd for thee, 
And her choiceſt bleſſings ſent. 


Hither, Sumaier, Autumn, Spring, 
Hither all your tributes bring; 
All on bended knee be ſeen, 


Paying homage to your queen! 


[ After this the ſecond attendant Sep1ziT enters; N 


advances to the Lady, and ſings, remaining il. 
inviſible to Couus and bis crew. 


SONG. 


bl _— : e. 


| $ O N 6. 


I. 


| Nor on beds of fading flowers, 
| Shedding ſoon their gaudy pride, 
i Nor with fwains in Syren bowers, 


| 5 ; Will true Pleaſure long reſide. 
= 2. 


On awful Virtue's hill ſublime, = Gd 
Enthroned fits th immortal Fair , 
Who wins her height, muſt patient climb, 
The ſteps are peril, toil, and care. 


So from the firſt did Jove ordain, 
Eternal bliſs for tranſient pain. 


| | [Exit the Spixrr, the muſick Playing loud 
1 and ſolemn, | | | 


LApv. 


Thanks, heavenly ſongſter ! whoſoe'er thou art, 

Who deign'ſt to enter theſe unhallow'd walls 

To bring the ſong of Virtue to mine ear ! 

O ceaſe not, ceaſe not the melodious ſtrain, 

Till my rapt ſoul high on the ſwelling note 

To heav'n aſcend ———far from theſe horrid 
fiends . | 


Comvs. 
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Comvs. 


Mere airy dreams of air-bred people theſe, 
Who look with envy on more happy man | 


Drink this, and you will ſcorn ſuch idle tales, 


[ He offers the cup, which ſhe puts by, 
and attempts to riſe. 


Nay, lady, fit; if I but wave this wand, 
Your nerves are all bound up in alabaſter, 
And 700 a ſtatue, 


Lavpy. 


Fool, do not boaſt ; 
Thou canſt not touch the freedom of my mind 
With all thy charms, altho' this corp'ral rind 
Thou haſt immanac led, while Heay'n ſees good, 


Comvs. 


Why a are you vex'd, „ne why do you frown? 

Here dwell no frown nor anger; from theſe 
gates 1 5 

Sorrow flies far. See, here be all the pleaſures 


That Fancy can beget on youthful thoughts: 
And firſt, behold this edi Julep here, 


That flames and vena in his cryſtal bounds, 


« » | 


Lady. 


3'S 4 
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LApx. 


Know, baſe deluder, that I will not taſte it, 
Keep thy deteſted gifts for ſuch as theſe. 


[ Points to his crew, 


SONG. By a Man, 


Mortals, learn your lives to meaſure 
Not by length of time, but pleaſure ;, 
Soon your Spring muſt have a fall; 
Laſing youth, is loſing all : — * 
Then you'll aſe, but none will give, 

And may linger, but not live. 


AM 


CoMus. 


| Why ſhould you be ſo cruel to yourſelf, - 

And to thoſe dainty limbs, which Nature lent 
| For gentle uſage and ſoft delicacy ; 
Þ That have bcen tir'd all day without repaſt, 
And timely reſt have wanted ? But, fair virgin, 
This will reſtore all ſoon. 


*Twill not, falſe traitor! 
*Twill not reſtore the truth and honeſty 

4 That thou haſt baniſh'd from thy tongue with 
id ee Was 


C'-0 N U. 23 


Was this the cottage, and the ſafe abode 

Thou told'ſt me of? Hence with thy brew'd en- 
chantments ! _ | 

| Were it a draught for uno, when ſhe banquets, 

I would not taſte thy treas'nous offer—None, 

But ſuch as are good men, can give good things 

And that which is not good is not delicious 

To a well-govern'd and wiſe appetite. 

Shall I go on, or have I ſaid enough? 


Comnuvs. 


Enough, to ſhew 

That) you are cheated by the lying boaſts 

Of ſtarving pedants, that affect a fame 

From ſcorning g pleaſures vhich they cannot reach, 


Couus ugs. 


'P 

Preach not t9 me your muſty rules, 

Ye drones that , in idle cel 1 

The Hail is wiſer than the fc bouls 
The ſenſes always reaſen well. 


2, 


bort my ſpan, 1 leſs can ſpare 
To paſs a fingle pleaſure by; 
An hour is long, if loſt in care; 
T hey cnly live, wha life enjoy. 
3 . _ Comus 


6-7-0 eG MV 


Comus. 


Liſt, lady; be not coy, and be not cozen'd 

With that ſame vaunted name Virginity, 

What need a vermeil-tinctur'd lip for that, 

Love-darting eyes, or treſſes like the morn ? . 

There was another meaning in theſe gifts; 

Think what, and be advis'd: you are "but young 
et; 

This i inform you ſoon. One ſip of this 

Will bathe the drooping ſpirits in delight, 

Beyond the bliſs of dreams, Be wiſe, and taſte, — 


[The BROTHERS ruſb in with ſwords drawn, 
wreſt the glaſs out of his hand, and break it 
againſt the ground; his Rout make ſigns of 
reſiſtance, but are all driven in, 


Enter the Firſt and Second SPIRIT. 


Firſt Spigrr. 


What, have you let the falſe Enchanter *ſcape ? 
O, ye miſtook ! ye ſhould have ſnatch'd his wand, 
And bound him faſt : without his rod revers'd, 
We cannot free the lady, that ſits here 
In ſtony fetters fix*d, and motionleſs. 
Yet ſtay, be not diſturbed ; now I bethink me, 
There 1s a gentle nymph not far from hence, 
Saòrina is her name, a virgin pure, 

That 
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That ſways the Severn ſtream : ſhe can unlock 
The claſping charm, and thaw the numbing ſpell, 
If ſhe be — invok'd in warbled ſong: 


To the Second SpIRIT. 


Haſte, Lycidas, and try the tuneful ſtrain, 
Which from her bed the fair Sabrina calls. 


SONG. By the Second Spikir. 


SABRINA fair, 
Liſten where thou art fitting 
Under the glaſſy, cool, tranſlucent wave, 
In twiſted braids of lillies knitting 
The looſe train of thy amber-dropping hair; 
Liſten for dear honour*s ſake, 
Goadeſs of the filver lake, 
Liften and ſave! 


[SaprINA riſes, and fings.) 


By the ruſhy-fringed bank, 
Where grows the willow and the ofier aank, 
My ſliding chariot ſtays, 
Thick ſet with agat, and the azure ſheen 
Of turkis blue, and emrald preen, 
That in the channel . 


Gentle fwain, at thy requeſt, 


Jam here. 


Ez RECITATIVO. 
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E O NS. 


R ECITAT IVO. 


Second SpIRIT. 


Goddeſs dear, 
We implore thy powerful hand 


o undo the charmed band 


Of true virgin here diftreſsd, 
Thro* the force, and thro*. the wile, 
Of unbleſs'd Enchanter vile. 


RN Ir Ar IV. 
SABRINA, 


Shepherd, *tis my office beff 
To help enſnured Chaſtity : 
Brighteſt Lady, look on me. 

Thus 1 fprinkle on thy breaſt 
Dreps, that from my fountain pure 
I have kept, of precious cure; 
Thrice upon thy finger*s tip, 
Thrice upon thy ruby d lip; 
Next this marble venom'd ſeat 
Smear'd with gums of glutinous heat, 
1 touch with chaſte palms moiſt and cold: 
Now the ſpell hath loſt its hold; 


And I muſt haſte, ere morning-hour, 
To wait in Amphitrite's cy. 


SABRIN A. 


COM US. 3 


$arBINA deſcends; and the Lay riſes out of ber ſeat 1 
the Brothers embrace ber tenderly, + 


Pt ee 14555 
. Youngeſt BROTHER. 


Why did J doubt ? Why tempt the wrath of 


Heaven 
To ſhedjuſt yengeance on my weak diſtruſt ? 


Eldeſt Broturr, 


The freedom of the mind, you. ſee, no charm, 
No ſpell can reach ; that righteous Fove forbids, 
Leſt man ſhould call his frail divinity 

The ſlave of evil, or the ſport of chance, 
Inform us, Thyr/is, if, for this thine aid, 

We aught can pay that equals thy deſert; 


Firſt Sr iqir diſcovertag binſelf. 


Pay it to Heaven! There my manſion is 

But when a mortal, favour'd of high Fove, 
Chances to paſs thro? yon advent'rous glade, 
Swift as the ſparkle of a glancing Star 


O. . 
I ſhoot from Heav'n, to give him ſafe convoy. 


Now my taſk is ſmoothly done, 
I can fly, or I can run 
Quickly to the green earth's end, 


Where the bow'd welkin flaw doth bend 


2 
7 


And 


3 


— — 
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And from thence can ſoar as ſooni 


To the corners of the moon. 
Mortals, that would follow me, 


Love Virtue — ſhe alone is free: 
She can teach you how to climb 
Higher than the ſphery chime; 
Or, if Virtue feeble were, 


Heaven itſelf would ſtoop to her. 


C HO R US. 
Taught by Virtue, you may climb 
Higher than the ſphery chime ; 


Or, if Virtue feeble were, | 
Heaven itſelf would ſtoop to ber. 


FINIS. 


* 3 
* , 


